Under Me 


Author: Jae Nu nyah 


Bands: Steely Dan 

Characters: David Palmer, Donald Fagen, Walter Becker 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 

Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Tue Dec 25 2018 00:21:52 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Merry Ficmas 


Author's Notes: 


This was an especially convoluted and difficult prompt. Hope | rose to the challenge. 


"A race of angels, bound with one another." 
"A dish of dollars, laid out for all to see." 


The words come drifting up through the heating duct beside David's bed where he lies, smoking, in his pajamas. 
Since taking this apartment in a gently decaying Brooklyn brownstone, he's spent a lot of time listening to the 
tenants in the apartment below having intense conversations and playing several instruments. He's still 
uncertain whether or not they're faggots, but they're obviously fine poets and damn good musicians, and at 


least THIS time he has a clue what they're talking about. 


The floor below THEM houses some kind of hippy-dippy cult whose members dress in robes of bright solid 


hues (the significance of which eludes him..are reds more holy than blues?) and all refer to each other as 


"brother", even the women. David's seen them on the street outside sort of panhandling in reverse, handing out 
flowers and dollar bills to any passerby willing to listen a moment to their spiel of enlightenment, and, while 
he's never accepted their tokens or their message, he can't deny they seem loving and sincere (which is more 
than he can discern of the pair under HIM, who always sound as if they're making a sarcastic inside joke..when 


they're not calling each other nasty names). 


David stubs out his smoke and rolls over to try for sleep, hoping those two don't start bangin’ on the piano 


(THERE'S an image he could've done without). 


Descending the stairs the next morning, David hears movement and murmurs before reaching the landing. 
There, a female clad in green robes whose long ,soft, reddish hair and large doe eyes bear a striking 
resemblance to those of the film star Ann-Margaret is embracing one of his downstairs neighbors against the 
wall in the hallway. Its the fiercer, nerdier-looking dude, and his eyes behind overlarge spectacles flick 
immediately up to note David on the stairs watching as the still-oblivious woman continues to stroke his 


straight, stringy locks and nuzzle his throat. 


David guesses the guys must not be a couple after all (or maybe there's trouble in paradise). As his feet hit 
the landing, the lady finally notices his presence and looks up with an inviting smile to ask: "Where did YOU 


come from?" 
The man in her arms gives David a quick, keen appraisal before responding: "A tower room at Eden Rock" 
The woman giggles. "All right, smart boy, where's he GOING, then?" 


The man answers dismissively. "His golf at noon for free." , taking her face between his hands to kiss her 
laughing mouth, neither paying any further mind to David's wordless passing as he wonders what he'll hear 


tonight. 


This exchange has been riveting enough for David to literally make some popcorn, which he's munching as he 
sits crosslegged on the floor with his ear mere inches from the vent. He marvels at the honesty and integrity 
the two seem to share as they discuss how the same cultist woman (and , apparently, a few other ladies 
from the same group) had been attempting to seduce them both. They sound in agreement that to avail of 
the fleshy offering would imply acceptance of the spiritual one, and that neither is willing to take that plunge, 


even in opportunistic pretense. 
"lady's aching to bring a body down. She daily preaches on where she wants to be." 


The other man sounds almost wistful as he muses: "An evening with a movie queen. face we all have seen" 


His partner responds with a derisive scoff. "A case of aces, done up loose for dealing.", which earns a mellow 


rebuttal. 
"A piece of island, cooling in the sea" 


Both are silent for several minutes, and David thinks the show might be over for tonight when he hears the 


solemn pronouncement from one (so hard to tell which voice is which through these echoey acoustics). 
"The whole of time we gain or lose", then the two singing a final line in haunting harmony. 
"And power enough to choose." 


The understated majesty of those words strike David as a splendid song, and he wonders what he'd owe those 


charmers if he were to sing it his own damn self. 


